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you be surprised if he answers? 
Comes complete with eyes that glow =—==->>= 
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TARE STERERE. 20% 50H TES. | | Tween eee 
‘ / LE FEET MADE HARSH NO/Si / 
SR AL. LEO TO THE REAR OF THEY WALKED STIFFLY ON THE PAVEMENT! 


THE FIRST MAN TO 
SEE THEM WASA MR. 
SAM CLAYTON OF 2496 
ORWELL AVENUE JN 


THE BRONX .. 


MR. CLAYTON DIDN'T 
LIKE WHAT HE SAW. 


MR. CLAYTON TRIED 
TO SCREAM FOR HELP. 
HE OPENED HIS MOUTH, 
BUT NO SOUNDS 
CAME OUT... 


AND ALL THIS TIME THE 
STATUES KEPT MOVING 
CLOSER AND CLOSER 


THE FIRST BLOW WAS ‘ENOUGH TO SPLIT 


HIS SKULL 


WIDE OPEN! BUT THE STATUES 


KEPT WORKING OVER UNTIL THERE WAS 


A SPL! 


TERE BLOODY MESS WAS ALL THAT 
OF A MAN NAMED SAM CLA 


YTON! 


STATUES... SAW THE, 
THEY KILLED HIM... 
THEN WENT BACK 
INTO THE MUSEUM ! 


With , 


AND THEN, THEIR MISSION ACCOMPLISHED, 


THE STATUES TROOPED BACK INTO 


MUSEUM 


THE 


Ar THE STATION HOUSE, MR. FENORIC K KEPT 7] 


WISHING HIS STORY WAS TRUE 


NOBODY BELIEVES MEW c 
TEU Uy 


CALM 


Butt 
A PATROLMAN IN" 


THE MUSEL 


PATROLMAN DONOVAN WHOEVER WAS ON THE 


ANOTHER COP MIGHT NOT HAVE 
WAS ABOUT TOLEAVE BALCONY SLIPPED BEHIND 


FOUND ANYTHING, BUT DONOVAN 
WAS TOO SHARP FOR HIS OWN Good! 


WHEN HE HEARD SOME A PILLAR AND BEGAN TO CHANT! 
FOOTSTEPS ON THE 


BALCONY ! aATSES GENEL ; 
F “A @, AGABAINS EnAnWNkay 
WHO'S THAT . COME TO LIFES 


UP THERE? 
SHOW YER 


AND THE STATUES STEPPED STIFFLY DOWN. 
FROM THEIR PEDESTALS THE SECOND TIME 
THAT NIGHT / 


HEY! WHAT? 


AND THEN, POOR DONOVAN REALLY LosT 
SMACK INTO A | I-I/M TRAPPED! HIS HEAD / 
" 


DEAD ENO! 


TWo DAYS LATER, THE COMMISSIONER HERE'S A COPY OF _A SPECIAL DELIVERY 

TO Hi. FFICE... LETTER RAYMOND HACKETT GOT LAST 
posene ee NTO HILO ida NIGHT / YOU KNOW THE MAN--HE USED 
MAX, THIS |S THE SCREWIEST CASE 


TUE GTSE fies COE ren 
THAT EVER FELL INTO OUR LAPS / SAYS HE'LL B I Le 
IT's Fiery HUSH=-HUSH / HE ARRIVES HERE J IT'S SIGNED: 


STATUES FROM HELL / 


I'LL HOP. 600D!/ By THE TIME L GOT THERE, 
OVER TO THE FENORICK THE THE MUSEUM WAS CLOSE, 
MUSEUM... MAN WHO 


SEE WHAT MR.GAYLORD'S A BUSY 
MAN.’ DO YOU HAVE AN I CAN'T DO THAT 
APPOINTMENT, SIR 7 WITHOUT THE 
DIRECTOR'S 
PERMISSION ! 


I COUNTED TO TEN, THEN USED HIS DESK PHONE I BACKED UP FAST AS I COULD, BUT 

TO CALL THE DIRECTOR... A HALF HOUR LATER, THERE WAS ONLY THE WALL ANO A 

I WAS WALKING THROUGH THE MUSEUM HALL WINDOW BEHIND ME! AND A MEAN- 

WEN SUDDENLY, I HEARD SOME QUEER NO/SES LOOKING STATUE WAS STANDING 
EHIND ME... 


GUARD AT THE EXIT I'D BEEN HEAD- 
ING FOR... 


THE STATUES -- 
THEY'RE COMING 
AFTER MES, 


IDION'T KNOW IT THEN, BUT AT 
THAT MOMENT SIX OTHER 

STATUES WERE TRUOGING 
TOWARDS THE MANSION WHERE 
RAYMOND HACKETT WAS... 


J OIRECT HIT 
SHATTERED 
THE STATUES! 
THE SOLDIERS 
BEGAN CHEER- 
ING...BUT THE |, 
CHEERS DIED 


PIECES SLOWLY 
REA See MELNS 


BACK AT THE MUSEUM, 
DOING THE ONLY THING 
COULD To GET AWAY... 


I WAS 
I 


Ss 


I WAS BLEEDING AND GROGGY 
BY THE TIME I REACHED MY 
CAR, BUT _L STILL HAD_THE 


FIL 


BUT..AN ARMY DETAIL WAS 


TANDING GUARD... 


@ CAROS WITH ME... 


AN OFFICER BEGAN BARKING 
COMMANOS, THE OBSERVER 
CALLED BACK THE STATUES 
POSITION, AND... 


I WAS HOME NOW! L'D GONE 
THROUGH THE FILE CARDS AND 
FOUNO 4 GooO LEAD! I WAS 
JUST ABOUT TO CALL THE 
COMMISSIONER, 


ME AND MY STATUES HAVE BEEN RIGHT-- I KNEW THAT ONCE YOU SAW MY 
LOOKING FoR YOU, MR.DORNE! FILE CARD, YOU'D ASSOCIATE ME WITH MY 
FORTUNATELY , YOU WERE LISTED BROTHER'S MURDER TRIAL / DROP YOUR 

IN THE PHONE Book ! GUN,,,T PROMISE MY STATUES WILL NOT 
r . -~ HARM You UNTIL I AM 

™ FINISHED / 


¥-YOU MUST BE 
TILLSTON... 


“My younceR BROTHER Davi || “THE DAY THE TRAPDOOR 


HAD A VIOLENT TEMPER... DROPPED FROM UNDER DAVID ‘I GOT A JOB AT THE MU- 
THERE WAS A FIGHT IN A FEET, I SWORE I WOULD SEUM! I BECAME INTER 
BAR.,.‘HE KILLED A MAN | THE JUDGE WHC HAD ESTED IN THE STATUES-- 


THE JUOGE WHO SENTENCED SENTENCED HIM /" EVEN STUDIED GREEK, SO 
HIM TO HANG WAS ~ WHEN A STATUE FELL ONE 
RAYMOND HACKETT... DAY, AND ITS HOLLOW HANO 


i" i) 7 Wnt Wp BROKE I FOUND A ROLLED 
| Uj 
ool y 


PARCHMENT /NSIDE...I WAS 
i“ ABLE TO READ /T. 


“THE PARCHMENT WAS WRITTEN BY “THIS WAS MY CHANCE TO GET HACKETT! BUT 
PYGMALION--THE ANCIENT SCULPTOR FIRST I HAD TO MAKE SURE THE STATUE _ 
WHO HAO WRITTEN DOWN THE CHANT HE WOULD KILL AS LT COMMANDED ! I SENT THEM 
USED TO BRING STONE To LIFE /"————_| DOWN 70 THE STREE 


AND THEN, I HAD THEM KILL THE PATROL- 
MAN WHO DISCOVERED BLOOD ON ONE OF 
THEM! YES, MR. DORNE, THE STATUES 
MUST OBEY MY COMMANDS/AS LONG Ae 
I'M ALIVE, Malcenelaltl BE DESTROYED... 


I’ THROWN DOWN MY GUN! 
WHAT COULD IT 00? © 
SHRANK BACK / MY HAND 
CLOSED _ON A FAPERWEIGHT. 
ON MY DESK! TILLSTON HAD 
SAID THE STATUES COULDN'T 
BE DESTROYED AS LONG AS 
HE WAS ALIVE... 


KILLS CRUSH HIM TO DEATH! THEN WE 
MUST HURRY BACK TO THE MUSEUM TO 
MEET THE OTHER STATUES WHO MUST 
BE FINISHED WITH HACKETT BY Now! 


THEY WERE CLOSER NOW, 
THEIR MARGLE ARMS WERE 
RAISED! THEIR MARBLE FISTS 
WERE CLENCHED / 


IGOT HIM RIGHT IN THE TEMPLE / THE SECOND HE 


GOTTA KILL HIM-- 
IT'S MY ONLY 
CHANCE ! 


THAT'S THE STORY... BY THE WAY, WE 


SANK TO THE. i ROR, DEE AD Wis STATUE STOPPED 


MOVING ! AND ENT -- THE Six 


STATUES BATTLING The TAN STOPPED 
MOVING TOO! 


NEVER DID FIND PYGMALION'S PARCH- 
MENT?! WE'RE ALL HOPING IT DOESN'T 
GET INTO THE WRONG HANDS... IF IT 
EVER DOES, YOURS TRULY Is 
HEADING FOR THE HILLS... 
I'M NOT CRAZY / 


WHY, THERE'S A DAGGER 
STICKING IN THE SIDE OF 
THE TIRE, CLARA --IT-- IT 
LOOKS JUST LIKE THE 

ONE YOU BOUGHT FOR 

MY STRANGE WEAPONS’ 
COLLECTION ! o 


THAT DAGGER 
SHOULD BE BACK 


IN YOUR ROOM! J 


M M 


! I d ¢ if ‘ J 
| iy f 
Waa Bg 
, hi idl 


J vaajj mena oan 111 oe a TPE 38 
irmammeeset en a 


IF YOU WANT HELP TO Yj 
FIX YOUR TIRE, Fi 
FOLLOW ME! TT fs 


ENGLAND To KILL WITCHES, hea 
SORCERERS,.TO KEEP _/ UGH? HE LOOKS 
THEM FROM COMING J & AS IF HE WAS 
BACK TO LIFE! DUG_OUT OF THE 

~ GRAVE! 


RE! I WHA GREAT SCOTT! WH-WHAT'S 
HAT HAPPENED TO THE OLO 

MAN? HE'S DISAPPEARED! 

BUT- BUT THE LANT 

y STILL MOVES / 


RN 


DARLING, THE Yl, ( T-I FEEL MUCH GUESS YOUR WEIGHT,) OH, COME ON... DON'T 
OLO MAN WITH J/ BETTER Now! AS LADY! BOX OF DE BE A SPOIL SPORT, 
THE LANTERN! “XY LONG AS WE'RE AT | | LUXE CANDY IF JUST ONE RIDE AND 


WHAT HAPPENEO _}) THIS AMUSEMENT 
TO HIM? HE... he PARK, LET'S 
x " HAVE SOME 
FUN! % 


WE'LL LEAVE IF 
YOU WANT / 


I FEEL DIZZy... 
SICK.., WHAT ARE 
YOU TALKING 

N ABOUT, VERN? 


OOH! THEY'RE SO REAL 

LOOKING, SO FRIGHTENIN 

VERN! L-LET'S GET 
OUT OF HERE! 


I-WE CAN'T! THE BOAT J 
SEEMS 10 BE STUCK | 
BUT DON'T BE AFRAID / 
THEY'RE ONLY WAX 


ee = 


THE NEXT INSTANT, THE WHOLE HORROR 
SCENE BECAME ANIMATED AND THE TUNNEL 
OF LOVE ECHOED THEIR WEIRD INCANTANATIONS! 


. )) : A CARLA! HAVE 
* — COME, CARLA I / You Lost Your 
/ NEED YOUR HELP / MIND? COME 
IGNORE THE STUPID BACK HERE! 
EARTHLING_ WHO'D 
TRY TO STOP YOU! 


GY, CARLA! WHAT 
IS SHE DOING 


To You? LET GO. I 
YoU FIENDS ¢ JOU DEVILS... 


% SHE'S FALLEN 
eee NEW A : a\ INFO A FAINT! 


i . bos ni \ ~ 
SHE WILL GO AND KILL il g, A A SS 
ME MOZELLE, AN 
THUS NINA WiLL BE FREE! YOU SEE, MY SISTER'S RELEASE 
ili, “ MADAME MOZELLE! \ CAN ONLY BE ACCOMPLISHED IF 
Hl “She owns THE MADAME MOZELLE |S MURDERED 


\ SHOP WHERE CARLA | BY ANOTHER HUMAN! THAT IS _// 
BOUGHT THE WHY L CANNOT Do IT 


. i ! SELF | 
: : "um gis en sl aaa ll 
4 i 


en aS , 3 m { iy ; (s 


y SiR! YOU MUST HELP ME AND 
OTHER UNDEAD! WE 
INTO REAL DEATH WHEN TI 


WITCH IS DESTROYED/ your Big 


DAGGER, CAN Kiet HER U 
i (| 


YEAH! IT BURNED: 
DOWN! THIS |: 
THAT'S LEFT- sesioE 
ALOT OF EERIE 
ABOUT WITCHES: 
BREAKING OUT OF WAX 
OUMMIES, NONSENSE 
LIKE THAT! 


CAN BE RELEASED 
iGIC 


OF COURSE, THE DAGGE! 
USED bala Rede Li 


STOP HIM! 


YOU OKAY, eT Gj 
YOUR CARON THE HIGH- 


I-I DON'T 
UNbeeerAp’ 


GE 
MOZELLE ! PERHAPS SHE be 
HAVE SOME EXPLANATION OF 
WHAT HAPPENED TONIGHT! 


‘TOO MANY! GO 
HOME AND SLEEP 
IT OFF! 


a 
NOBODY HERE! HMMM ! i , TONIGHT, I, MADAME MOZELLE 
MADAME MOZELLE'S DIARY! 4, SEUN, 
MODVELS MORE REALISTIC / 
I OUG UP TWO HORRIBLE 
SISTERS, NINA AND TINA 
E EXECUTED FOR WITCHCRAFT! 
YOF THAT DID $ THESE TWO CORPSES _EN- 
HAPPEN: CASED IN WAX, ARE THE 
MOST FRIGHTENING...“ 


MADAME MOZELLE'S 
MUSEUM WAS AT “THAT 
OLO AMUSEMENT PARK, WHEN 
IT BURNED DOWN! THEN, 
WHAT “THE WITCH s 
SAID WAS TRUE/ 


CARLAS WHAT : HELP! ARRRGH THE ONLY WAY 
ARE You YOU CAN STOP THis IS TO 
STAB _THAT WAX DUMMY OF 


A WITCH WITH THE DAGGER! 
DoT’ 


SHE--SHE'S INA 
SPELL! SHE'S TOO-TOO 
STRONG FOR You 
LET GO, CARLA! NOW! ONLY WAY (S - 
WHAT'S THE MATITER }/[ |S THE DAGGER! STAB 
WITH You? THE WAX DUMMY / 


W AATHIY// YOU AND YOUR Bev R IL UNS 
PAGS or voulse Per oote ME ! 


IT DOESN'T. nial BENGE: THERE! DID IT! 
BUT ['D BETT 6-BLIT SOMETHING'S 
AS SHE Sayers INSIDE THE bP SED t FOR 
WAX COATING! FERNIFY? r 
CO 


t 
y, 
é \ 
IS Asante Lf ae 
IT- IT'S DECAYING = 
NE =BEAD \ spay ER, 
CA i sal SHES AFTER ME// 3 
rl 
ul 
a ; d 
3 A 


Pi E 
THE ETERNAL DARKNESS 
ANO_L SHALL MAKE 
Good USE OF IT! 


TH-THAT DAGGER MY SISTER WAS FREED 
oO ou! TO. ! | FROM HER WAX CASING BY 


—< ‘\ GRAVES, 
Z a\\\\ \ f PUNISHED / 
; ian} I 


CM 


a —< W 4 ~ : ee | igs f 


ia i 


CARLA! THERE'S BACK AT THE PARI 

ONLY ONE PLACE GOOOBYE, VERN DIXON! THANKS 
TO LOOK FOR HER / WH-WHAT'S THAT 7 FOR RELEASING US FROM BEING 
IF GHE'S NOT AT GHOSTLY FIGURES OF THE WITCH'S UNDEAD SLAVES BY 
THE SITE OF THE THE BARKERS AND Si ABPING HER TWIN SISTER 
OLD, BURNED-OUT OTHER MEN WE SAW WITH THE MYSTIC DAGGER ! 
AMUSEMENT PARK... EARLIER TONIGHT! 


THEY WERE RIGHT / 


's I SINCE SHE DO 
WHEN ONE TWIN WITCH- CARLA ! .\ geveMBeR ANYTHING 
SISTER DIED-- THE OTHER ! THERE'S NO SENSE 
ONE DIED, Too! : WH, SHOCKING HER WITH 
. THE TRUTH | 


oscan 
FRaGhH 


Son? ARE You Vf YES/T'LL BE ) WHY DOESN'T HE oi WHAT'S WRONG Y WHO HAS TIME FOR SILLY 
TILL 


FINISHED /LEAVE ME ALONE? » WITH YOU? MUST YOU / GAMES LIKE BASEBALL? 
SOON | WHY DOESN'T HE ? ALWAYS STAY LOCKED/ I'0 APPRECIATE IT IF 
UNDERSTAND IN HERE READING / YOU_WOULD STOP 
THS BOOK IST20) EGADS,MAN...GO INTERRUPTING 
/MPORTANT* OUT... PLAY BALL ME WHEN I'M 
A LIKE OTHER READING / 


YOUNG MEN / ba 


READING? 


ESSsss 


= 


BAH! MY SON JOHN 15 A NINNY,! 
WHAT HAVE I DONE WRONG? IF 
ONLY HE WOULD SHOW INTEREST 
IN SOMETHING ELSE BESIDES 
THOSE OCCULT BOOKS ! BUT, NO, 
--NOT HIM! A FIRST CLASS 
BOOKWORM! pag] 


TRINIDAD ?/ OF 
COURSE T'LL GO! 


SUT NOT BECAUSE OF 
THE GAMES! THE GREAT 
PUNTA 1S THOUGHT TO 

LIVE ON THE 
1 4 (SLAND/ 


4 


U HEARD 
‘ME, WE'RE GOING To 


TRINIDAD’ T FIGURE 
WE BOTH NEED A 
VACATION |B 


ba Na aN co 


OF THE OCCULT MASTER, PUNJA ! 


AFTER THE PLANE LANDED JOHN WENT IN SEARCH 


CAN YOU TELL ME WHERE | THE MYSTERIOUS 


PUNJA, THE MYSTERIOUS / ONE ? ONLY A FOOL 
ONE LIVES? 


TO STAY AWAY 


+ EH, WHAT'S THIS 7,,.SPORTS COMPETITION... IF 
I TOOK HIM, MAYBE HE'D SHOW INTEREST 
IN SPORTS / ; 


A FEW DAYS LATER, FATHER AND SON WING 
TOWARD THE ISLANO OF TRINIDAD... 


ONCE WE ARRIVE, I MUST 

FINO PUNTA...THERE ARE ~ 

SO MANY THINGS HE 4 
CAN TELL ME’ 2 


But JOHN WoULD NOT HEED THE WARNING AND 
A SHORT WHILE LATER HE FOUND THE CASTLE 
ON THE HILL... 


WOULD GO To THE CASTLE 


pA ON THE HILL! IT'S BETTER 
SZ 


FROM HIM! 


ITS) WHAT? HOW DID HE THERE ARE NO , 
THE GAP TE ANAT) ST cs hoe ee 
HO 


E_Ki ¥ 
AVERY THING / y 


NTE ee be EE le) ae Te 
N f 4 UT THE OCCULT WORKS IN A MYSTERIOUS 
Wik SUMMON 4 COMING 7 MANNER AND AT THAT INSTAN 


jl 


THIS IS AMAZING! DO_NOT BE AWESTRUCK, I. KNOW EVERYTHING THERE 
HOW DO YOU KNOW. JOHN... 'VE BEEN iS TO KNOW ABOUT YoU, JOHN / 
ME BY NAME? WAITING FOR YOU ARE A BELIEVER! TOA 

e< . BELIEVER, [ CAN REVEAL ALL! 
vu ESPECIALLY THE SECRET 
i OF LIFES 


BE 


fr \NE ARE REINCARNATES EP = TO ACHIEVE IMMORTALITY 
OF LIFE PASSED / YOUR ONE MUST READ HIS 
FUTUTURE, JOHN... IS 4 ann ” QWN BOOK OF DESTINY. 
LAID OUT FOR her s FOLLOW INSTRUCTIONS 
4 «NOT TO DO SO, WILL 
DESTINY! . MEAN You WILL 
FORFE|T YouR 
SOUL TO THE 
DEVIL! 


THEN IT'S TRUE, IAM } YES,ANO IMMORTALITY 
THE REINCARNATION / |S YOURS, IF YOU AGREE OF COURSE I AGREE GOOD! THEN I WILL 
OF AN ANCIENT J TO THE SECRET OF TWILL FOLLOW SHOW YOU YOUR BOOK 
aa YOUR BOOK OF INSTRUCTIONS THAT HAS BEEN KEPT 
DESTINY / & EXACTLY! IN THE VALLT 
\ 


iE MASTER AND PUPIL ENTER THE VAULT OF LIFE... 


THIS BOOK HAS OTHER POWERS! 
IT CAN CAUSE YOU To ACT 
EXACTLY LIKE THE PERSON 

YOU REALLY ARE / 


-. AND THEN... 
IMMORTALITY! 


THE WAYS OF FATE ARE STRANGE AND JOHN FOUND 
HIMSELF IN AN ANCIENT MARKET PLACE foe 


YOU TO YOUR 
DESTINY! 


I MUST WARN YOU... 
THE WAYS OF PUNJA 
ARE NOT MEANT FOR 


THIS BOOK WITH MY 
NAME ON IT! WHERE 
DID I GET IT7... ER. 


US MERE MORTALS / 


THE NAME OF PUNJA VANISHED FROM JOHN'S 
MIND AS HE READ ABOUT HIS REINCARNATION..- 


I WONDER WHO I 
REALLY AM.. 


1, ALMOST FINISHED... YET 

I FEEL A WARNING NoT 

TO READ THE LAST PAGE / 

YET I FEEL COMPELLED 

TO DO S0,,, SOME FORCE 
(S PUSHING ME./ 


OKAY, DAD! gg 
>... ae 
I’M GLAD You Got out Wy SPX 


OF THAT HOTEL Room! YF" /F ONLY You REALIZED 


READING T 
C'MON, SON... LET'S ip) 


A, THE POWER I HOLO ABSURD BOOK! 
ENJOY THE EVENTS / BETWEEN THE COVERS 
Ma Z OF THIS BOOK! 


SEEING THE EXPRESSION ON HIS SON'S 
|JOHN WAS SHOCKED WHEN IMuSsT OBEY! \ JOHN, PUT THAT ] Pech Te PALER HAD NO OTHER: 


HE LOOKED AT THE LAST KILL! KILL! DOWN! HAVE 

PAGE ! YOU AAUST YOU GONE 
DIE--NOW! CRAZY? 
WN 1 

it {MH 

| 

mi 

dl 


A 


ANO I MUST LOOK AT THE | 
LAST FAGE /) 


0 You HAVE DONE WHAT FATE HA‘ 
My SON! es HAVE _NO CHOICE FoR.-- 
WHAT HAVE - 


ASK ANY NEWSPAPERMAN—STRANGE REPORTS 
COME IN TO HIS OFFICE SOME NIGHTS. 

HERE IS A FAMOUS WEIRD TALE, ORIGINALLY 
PUBLISHED OVER FORTY YEARS AGO, UNDER THE 
TITLE OF “THE NIGHT WIRE,” BY AN AUTHOR 

| LONG SINCE FORGOTTEN; H., F. ARNOLD. 
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@ “NEW YORK, September 30 CP 
FLASH, 

Ambassador Holliwell died here 
today: The end came suddenly as 
the ambassador was alone in his 
study... .” 

There is something ungodly about 
these night wire jobs. You sit up 
here on the top floor of a skyscraper 
and listen in to the whispers of a ci 
vilization, New York, London, Cal- 
cutta, Bombay, Singapore — they're 
your next-door neighbors after the 
street lights go dim and the world 
has gone to sleep. 

Along in the quiet hours between 
two and four, the receiving operators 
doze over their sounders and the 
news comes in. Fires and disasters 
and suicides, Murders, crowds, catas- 
trophies, Sometimes an earthquake 
with a casualty list as long as your 
arm, The night wire man takes it 
down almost in his sleep, picking it 
off on his typewriter with one finger 

Once in a long time you prick up 
your ears and listen, You've heard 
of some one you knew in Singapore, 
Halifax or Paris, long ago. Maybe 
they've been promoted, but more 
probably they've been murdered or 
drowned. Perhaps they just decided 
to quit and took some bizarre way 
out. Made it interesting enough to 
get in the news, 

But that doesn’t happen often 
Most of the time you sit and doze 
and tap, tap on your typewriter and 
wish you were home in bed 

Sometimes, though, queer things 
happen, One did the other night, and 


I haven't got over it yet, I wish I 
could, 

You see, 1 handle the night man- 
ager's desk in a western seaport 
town; what the name is, doesn’t 
matter, 

There is, or rather was, only one 
night operator on my staff, a fellow 
named John Morgan, about forty 
years of age, I should say, and a 
sober, hardworking sort, 

He was one of the best operators 
I ever knew. what is known as a 
“double” man, That means he could 
handle two instruments at once and 
type the stories on different type- 
writes at the same time, He was one 
of the three men I ever knew who 
could do it consistently hour after 
hour, and never make a mistake. 

Generally, we used only one wire 
at night, but sometimes, when it was 
late and the news was coming fast, 
the Chicago and Denver stations 
would open a second wire, and then 
*Morgan would do his stuff, He was 
a wizard, a mechanical automatic 
wizard which functioned marvelously 
but was without imagination. 

On the night of the sixteenth he 
complained of feeling tired. It was 
the first. and last time I had ever 
heard him say a word about himself, 
and I had known him for three 
years, 

It was just three o’clock and we 
were running only one wire. I was 
nodding over reports at my desk 
and not paying much attention to 
him, when he spoke. 

“Jim,” he said, “does it feel close 
in here to you?” 

“Why, no, John,” I answered, “but 
Tl open a window if you like.” 

“Never mind,” he said, “I reckon 
I'm just a little tired,” 

That was all that was said, and 
I went on working, Every ten min- 
utes or so. I would walk over and 
take a pile of copy that had stacked 
up neatly beside the typewriter as 
the messages were printed out in 
triplicate, 

Tt must have been twenty minutes 
after he spoke that 1 noticed he had 
opened up the other wire and was 
using both typewriters, I thought it 
was a little unusual, as there was 
nothing very “hot coming in. On 
my next trip I picked up the copy 
from both machines and took it back 
to my’desk to sort out the duplicates. 
The first wire was running out the 
usual sort of stuff and I just looked 


over it hurriedly, Then 1 turned to 
the second pile of copy. I remem 
bered it particularly because the 
story was from a town I had never 
heard of; “Xebico”, Here is the 
dispatch. I sayed a duplicate of it 
from our fil 

“Xebico, Sept, 16 CP BULLETIN, 

“The heaviest mist in the history 
of the city settled over the town at 
4 o'clock yesterday afternoon, All 
traffic has stopped and the mist 
hangs like a pall over everything, 
Lights of ordinary intensity fail to 
pierce the fog, which is constantly 
growing heavier, 

"Scientists here are unable to 
agree as to the cause, and the local 
weather bureau states that the like 
has never occurred before in the 
history of the city, 

“At 7 P.M, Jast’ night municipal 
authorities... . 

(more)” 

That was all there was. Nothing 
out of the ordinary at a bureau 
headquarters, but, as I say, I noticed 
the story because of the name of the 
town. 

IT MUST HAVE. been fifteen 
minutes later that I went over for 
another batch of copy. Morgan was 
slumped down in his chair and had 
switched his green electric light 
shade so that the glean missed his 
eyes and hit only the top of the two 
typewriters. 

Only the usual stuff was in the 
righthand pile, but the lefthand batch 
carried another story from Xebico, 
All press dispatches come in “takes” 
meaning that parts of many different 
stories are strung along together, per- 
haps with but a few paragraphs of 
each coming through at a time. This 
second story was marked “add fog,” 
Here is the copy; 

“At 7 pM, the’ fog had increased 
noticeably, All lights were now in- 
visible and the town was shrouded in 
pitch darkness, 

“As a peculiarity of the pheno- 
menon the fog is accompanied by a 
sickly odor, comparable to nothing 
yet experienced here.” 

Below that in customary press 
fashion was the hour, 3:27, and the 
initials of the operator, JM, 

There was only one other story 
in the pile from the second wire, 
Here it is: 

“2nd add Xebico Fog 

“Accounts as to the origin of the 
mist differ greatly, Among the most 


unusual is that of the sexton of the 
local church, who groped his way to 
headquarters in a hysterical condi- 
tion and declared that the fog or- 
iginated in the village churchyard, 

"Tt was first visible a soft gray 
blanket clinging to the earth above 
the graves,’ he stated "Then it began 
to rise, higher and higher, A sub- 
tgrranean breeze scemed to blow it 
in billows, which split up and then 
joined together again. 

"Fog phantoms, writhing in an- 
guish, twisted the mist into queer 
forms and figures, And then, in the 
very thick midst of the mass, some- 
things moved, 

“Tt turned and ran from the ac- 
cursed spot, Behind me 1! heard 
screams coming from the houses 
bordering on the graveyard,’ 

“Although the sexton’s story is 
generally discredited, a party has left 
to investigate, Immediately after tel- 
ling his story, the sexton collapsed 
and is now in a local hospital, un- 
conscious,” 

Queer story, wasn’t it, Not that 
we aren't used to it, for a lot of 
unusual stories come in over the 
wire, But for some reason or other, 
perhaps because it was so quiet that 
night, the report of the fog made a 
great impression on me, 

It was almost with dread that 1 
went over to the waiting piles of 
copy, Morgan did not move, and the 
only sound in the room was the tap- 
tap of the sounders. It was ominous, 
nerve-racking, 

There was another story from 
Xebico in the pile of copy, I seized 
on it anxiously. 

New Lead Xehico Fog CP. 

“The rescue party which went out 
at I! p.m, to investigate a weird 
story of the origin of a fog which, 
since late yesterday, has shrouded the 
city in darkness has failed to return. 
Another and larger party has been 
dispatched, 

“Meanwhile, the fog has, if pos- 
sible, grown heavier, It seeps though 
the cracks in the doors and fills the 
atmosphere with a depressing odor of 
decay, It is oppressive, terrifying, 
hearing with it a subtle impression of 
things long dead, 

“Residents of the city have left 
their homes and gathered in the local 
chureh, where the priests are holding 
services of prayer} The scene is be~ 
yond description,’ Grown folk and 
children are alike errified and any 


are almost beside themselves with 
fear, 

“Amid the wisps of vapor which 
partly veil the church auditorium, an 
old priest is praying for the welfare 
of his flock, They alternately wail 
and cross’ themselves. 

“From the outskirts of the city may 
be heard cries of unknown voices. 
They echo through the fog in queer 
uncadenced minor keys, The sounds 
resemble nothing so much as wind 
whistling through a gigantic tunnel 
But the night is calm and there is 
no wind, The second rescue party, . 
(more) ” 

Tam a calm man and never in a 
dozen years spent with the wires, 
have been known to become excited, 
but despite myself I rose from my 
chair and walked to the window. 

Could 1 be mistaken, or far down 
in the canyons of the city beneath 
me did I see a faint trace of fog? 
Pshaw! It was all imagination, 

In the pressroom the click of the 
sounders seemed to have raised the 
tempo of their tune. Morgan alone 
had not stirred from his chair, His 
head sunk between his shoulders, he 
tapped the dispatches out on the type- 
writers with one finger of each hand, 

He looked asleep,. but no; endless- 
ly, efficiently, the two machines 
rattled off line after line, as relentless- 
ly and effortlessly as death itself, 
There was something about the mono- 
tonous moyement of the typewriter 
keys that fascinated me, I walked 
over and stood behind his chair, read- 
ing over his shoulder the type as it 
came into being, word by word. 

Ah, here was another: 

“Flash Xebico CP, 

“There will be no more bulletins 
from this office. The impossible has 
happened. No messages haye come 
into this room for twenty minutes. 
We are cut off from the outside and 
even the streets below us. 

“1 will stay with the wire until the 
end, 

“It is the end, indeed, Since 4 p.m. 
yesterday the fog has hung oyer the 
city, Following reports from the sex- 
ton of the local church, two rescue 
parties were sent out to investigate 
conditions on the outskirts of the city. 
Neither party has ever returned nor 
was any word received from them 
It is quite certain now that they will 
never return. 

“From my instrument I can gaze 
down on the city beneath me, From 
26 


the position of this room on. the 
thirteenth floor, nearly the entire city 
can be seen, Now I can see only a 


thick blanket of blackness where cus-' 


tomarily are lights and life. 

‘I fear greatly that the wailing 
cries heard constantly from the out- 
skirts of the city are the death cries 
of the inhabitants. They are constant- 
ly increasing in‘ yolume and are ap- 
proaching the center of the city, 

“The fog yet hangs over every- 
thing, If possible, it is even heavier 
than before, but the conditions have 
changed, Instead of an opaque, im- 
penetrable wall of odorous vapor, 
there now swirls and: writhes a 
shapeless mass in contortions of al- 
most human agony, Now and again 
the mass parts and I catch a brief 
glimpse of the streets below. 

“People are running to and fro, 
screaming in despair. A yast bedlam 
of sound flies up to my window, and 
above all is the immensé whistling of 
anseen and unfelt winds, 

“The fog has again swept over the 
city and the whistling is coming closer 
and closer, 

“It is now directly beneath me, 

“God! An instant ago the mist 
opened and I caught a glimpse of the 
streets below, 

“The fog is not simply yapor—it 
lives! By the side of each moaning 
and weeping human is a companion 
figure, an aura of strange and yari- 
colored hues, How the shapes cling! 
Each to a living thing! 

“The men and women are down, 
Flat on their faces, The fog figures 
caress them lovingly. They are kneel- 
ing beside them, They are—but I 
dare not tell it, 

“The prone and writhing bodies 
have been stripped of their clothing, 
They are being consumed—piece- 
meal. 

“A merciful wall of hot, steamy 
yapor has swept over the whole scene, 
1 can see no more. 

“Beneath me the wall of yapor is 
changing colors, It seems to be light- 
ed by internal fires, No, it isn't, | have 
made a mistake, The colors are from 
above, reflections from the sky. - 

“Look, up! Look up! The whole 
sky is in flames. Colors as yet un- 
seen by man or demon. The flames 
are moving; they have started to in- 
termix; the colors rearrange them- 
selves, They are so brililant that my 
eyes burn, yet they are a long way 
off. 


“Now they have begun to swirl, 
to circle in and out, twisting in in- 
tricate designs and patterns. The 
lights are racing each with each a 
kaleidoscope of unearthly brilliance 

“I have made a discovery, There 
is nothing harmful in the lights, They 
radiate force and friendliness, almost 
cheeriness. But by their very strength, 
they hurt. 

*As I look, they are swinging closer 
and closer, a million miles at each 
jump, Millions of miles with the speed 
of light. Aye, it is light the quintes- 
sence of all light, Beneath it the fog 
melts into a jeweled mist radiant rain- 
bow-colored of a thousand yaried 
spectra. 

“I can see the streets, Why, they 
are filled with people! The lights are 
coming closer, They are all around 
me, | am enveloped. I...” 

THE MESSAGE stopped abruptly, 
The wire to Xebico was dead. Be- 
neath my eyes in the narrow circle of 
light from under the green lamp- 
shade, the black printing no longer 
spun itself, letter by letter, across the 
page. 

The room seemed filled with a 
solemn quiet, a silence vaguely im- 
pressive, powerful. 

1 looked down at Morgan,. His 
hand had dropped nervelessly at his 
sides, while his body had hunched 
over peculiarly, 1 turned the lamp- 
shide back, throwing the light 
squarely in his face. His eyes were 
staring, fixed. 

Filled with a sudden foreboding, I 
stepped beside him and called Chi- 
cago on the wire. After a second the 
sounder clicked its answer. 

Why? But there was something 
wrong, Chicago was reporting that 
Wire Two had not been used through- 
out the evening. 

“Morgan!” 1. shouted. “Morgan! 
Wake up, it isn’t true. Some one has 
been hoaxing us. Why . . ,” In my 
eagerness I grasped him by the 
shoulder, 

His body was quite cold. Morgan 
had been dead for hours. Could it be 
that his sensitized brain and auto- 
matic fingers had continued to record 
impressions. even after the end? 


1 shall never know, for | shall never 
again handle the night shift, Search 
in a world atlas discloses no town of 
Xebico, Whatever it was that killed 
John! Morgan will forever remain a 
mystery. 


THINK I'M PUTTING YOU ON 2---DID YOU KNOW THAT 
UNTIL RECENT TIMES, NO MAN WITH THE NANE. OF 
GEORGE, HAD EVER BEEN HANGED ?-—THINK I'M SPOOFING 
YOU?--THEN, CHECK THE RECORD! --AND SPEAKING OF 
RECORDS, HERE ARE SOME RECIPES TAKEN FROM AN 
APOTHECARYS PERSCRIPTION BOOK ! 


NOW, WHAT MAKES YOU DELIGHTFUL GHOULISH FIENDS ; 


SS 


HUMAN SKULLS 


REDUCED TO POWDER 

and MIXED WITH RED WINE 

WERE RECOMMENDED FOR 

THE CURING OF EPILEPSY 
and DYSENTERY. 

ws PRINK,--ANYONE2 


WHEN DUG QUT OF A GRAVE 
w WILL CURE RHEUMATISM ! 


...DO YOUR BONES HURT? 
-HMMMN2 


7% 


NEA A FRUIT TREE, 


BLOOMS and FRUITS TWICE 

{ INA SEASON, A MEMBER OF THE FAMILY 

OWNING THE TREE, WILL DIE BEFORE THE 
YEAR IS OUT! 


we BE MY GUEST! ENJOY! ENJOY! 
TILL NEXT WE MEET. 


TO ALL OUR GORE- DRIPPING, GHOULISH 


See Se pees eee 


MONSTER-LOVERS: START A “‘YE-ECH-CHY’’ 


HORROR PICTO-FICTION 


COLLECTIONI 


EERIE PUBLICATIONS, INC. 
222 Park Avenue South 
New York, N, Y. 10003 


Here’s your golden opportunity to start 
a spine-chilling, terror-gripping, picto-fic- 
tion weirdo collection of the finest horror 
tales ever published in the world. 

Get in on this “‘grave-bottom” offer, 
and—Who knows?—your startling, ghoul- 
ish, picto-fiction collection may be worth 
a small fortune as the bloody years roll by! 


RUSH COUPON 
BELOW! 


ENTER MY SUBSCRIPTION FOR (Check box below): 


WEIRD (1 yr.—5 issues): $2.75 
TALES OF 

VOODOO (1 yr.—5 issues): $2.75 
TALES FROM THE 

(1 TOMB (1 yr.—5 issues): $2.75 


Name 
Address .... 
City 


TERROR (1 yr.—5 issues): $2.75 
TALES 

HORROR (1 yr.—5 issues): $2.75 
TALES 

WITCHES (1 yr.—5 issues): $2.75 
TALES 


$1.00 POT-LUCK SPECIAL (any 4 back issues) 
ENCLOSED, FIND (check or money order) for: $. 


PREDICTED. BUT WHAT JOHNME FAILED TO REALIZE yy 
} (GROAN/) HOW 


WAS THAT THE PLACE HE WAS GO/NG TO 
r WAS... HADES! KK ae 


4 MORE ELBOW- GREASE, SATAN... 
OR I'LL HAVE YA STRUNG UP BY 
YER FORKED TAIL! A 


| HUMILIATING! | 


WHA' 7 GIMME A 


AEADQUARTERS OF BRASH JOHNME }fYOU WERE PLENTY 
SMART T'DITCH TONY 
TOMMYGUN, SOME- 
Yj 


GROTZ, INFAMOUS, POWER - CRAZEL, 
RISING _GANG-LEADER..+ CARDOZO FOR ME, 
Wa y TBOUTCHA, BABY, THAT 

A= RAZY 'BOUTCHA BLM'S DAYS 
NAMED TONY 7 


[ | SoHNNIE! f 
< said NE GIMME! ARZ NUMBERED! 
REN Ge =e 
‘WY = cARDOZzO! 
8 -p\ ) oes TOWN, AT 
- ; : wr, THE SAME 


Naw AS] PLACE. 


EVERYBODY O/E/! THE WHOLE 

CARDOZO MOB WIPED OUT AT 

ONE STROKE! WA-HA,/ NOBODY “Sy 

WILL DARE BUCK JOHNNIE GROTZ 
FROM HERE ON IN! 


gs 


(STRANGE... NO BLOOD! 


OD. OH, THERE'LL 
\ WHERE'S THE BLOOD? ) BE LOTS OF 
—— ws» WAX 
od 
ss 


IF 
— HUH... BLOOD SOON, 
DUMMIES / JOHNNIE... 


GET SOME WEIGHTS... 
SLACK FOR THE COCKY GANGMAN WHO HAD 


TOSS HIM IN THE 
BOASTEO HE WAS GOING PLACES...% + /GROTZ, BIG SHOT! ) RIVER... WHILE I 
i? < +s HE LOOKS JUST FRAME ME UP SOME 
= LIKE ANY OTHER } ALIBI THAT'LL STICK. 
= DEAD RAT! 


<A 


Ee 


OHNE LINKED H/5 EYES OPEN. THERE § MIS FEET STRUCK ROCK! GY THE EXPLANATION 
WAS A STRANGE HUMMING IN HIS EARS, \JOHNNIE'S VISION CLEARED. YX STABBED AT HIS 
4/KE THE S/GHING OF A MILLION BROKEN \ ANO WHEN HE SAW WHAT CONSCIOUSMESS HE 
HEARTS. THEN HE HEARD THE WILD y 
SCREAMS. REGRETTED Z DREAD PANIC. BUT 
= SWE COULD OY THE GHASTLY ANS 
CROWDED TAUNTINGLY 


JSounme RAN... AS FAST AS HIF 
FRANTIC FEET COULD CARRY 
HIM... HOPELESSLY ? 
ATTEMPTING TO O/T- 
LISTANCE THE FIENOS, 


OF HADES... ZF 


€LOVEN HOOVES! OH, 


WAITING SOME TIME FOR YO! 


c ¢ ' ; WELCOME, JOHNNIE GROTZ— KILLER 
NO! IT CAN'T BE TRUE! THIEF AND LIAR! I'VE BEEN 
TO SHOW UP AT THIS ) 74 4 


jy PODRESS! 


hi ¢ 4 


TERROR BEYONO DESCRIPTION GRIPPEO. 
VYOHNME AS 
WE LISTENED TO THE DEVIL'S TAUNTING VOLE. Tv 


STILL JOHNMIE WAS JOHNME..- 


I WOULD HAVE 
THIS LUCK! JUST 
WHEN A CLASSY 
BABE LIKE KIKI 
GOES WILD FOR 


= =—— — 


BEHOLD THE SINNER, KIKI... THE 


WOMAN YOU CLAIM ADORES YOU) 
aaa 


Foo! 


SHE DOIN’ ON 
TONY 
CARDOZO'S 
LAP? SHE WAS 
SUPPOSED TO 
By MY GAL! 


SNEAKIN', GOLD-DIGGIN' 
BROAD! |'LL GIT EVEN 
WITH THAT TOMATO, AN’ 
TONY, TOO, EVEN IF I 
HAFTA CLAW MY WAY 
OUTTA HERE T'DO IT! 


me! 


TH' LITTLE 


DOUBLE - 

CROSSIN' FOOLISH 

WENCH! IF / BOASTING 

I COULP{ AND LISTEN 
TO THEM! 


TOSS THIS 
BLUBBERING 
IDIOT INTO 
THE PIT OF 


TIRED OF HIF 


RANTING! 


wito ABouT You! \~— 
MOST AMUSING } 
YOU'RE ACTUALLY 


Jan! woT's sO 
BLAMED FUNNY? 
I TELL YOU SHE 
WAS NUTS ABOUT 


(eve, YER 


CA~RAZY 'BOUT- 
TERRIF'! |\_cHA, TONY: 

TH' WAY YA \ G/MME! OHH... 
BAITED DUMB THEY'RE 30 
JOHNNIE TO PRETTY... MAYBE 
HIS DEATH “> YOU GET SOME 
was SLICK!) MORE FOR LITTLE 
KIKI? 


<| ‘TH’ FIRST BOGEY- 
MAN WOT LAYS 
A CLAW ON ME 
GITS THIS PITCH” 
FORK RAMMED 
INTO HIM WHERE 


a 
—t 


e 


~ 


a 


'OWERED THE SLAIN GANGSTERS | AHA! 1 GIT TH' See lA 


ei 
WNWHOLY FOES, CR/INGING AND YAMMERING...\ SET-UP! AS + XI | 
ee / LONG AS I HANG | 
WHOEVER OWNS THE TRIDENT ) ONTO THIS FANCY & 


SECRET SOURCE OF wi 


yA. BLACK POWER! 


ue're ALONE, 
KIKI! HOW ABOUT 
PROVIN' YA LOVE 
ME, HUH? GIVE ME 
A KIKI WHITE Kiss! 
THE KIND FOR 
SPECIAL 
OCCASIONS 

LIKE THIS! 


\\, \ 
| 


KILL Him! AND 
THIS TIME 3 
MEAN IT! fi 
? = 
ae 
ea 
\ 


MEY NOW LOOKA HERE, YA 
UGLY MUGS... THERE'S 
GONNA BE A LOTTA 

CHANGES AROUND 
HERE! BUT FIRST |'VE 
GOT A FEW PRIVATE 
SCORES TO SETTLE 
Wi 


PITCHFORK, /M TH' BIG 
CHEESE AROUND HERE! 
THAT 


JOHNNIE! JOHNNIE 
GROT2! B-BUT IT 
C-CAN'T BE! YER AT. 


=< 


NOT ALONE 

NO MORE, 

5 WA-HA I GUESS L 

Vy MUST BE, IF YOL/ SAY $0, 
EH, TONY? < 


OKAY, PALS! LET 'EM 
HAVE IT! THE PARTY'S 
ON ME — HELP YOUR- 
SELVES! THIS SHOULD. 
BE A REAL Z 
PLEASURE! 


YI f WE'LL 
FIX THEM, 

: Oon'T worry! 
AMMUNITION! 


Kiki WAS NOT 70 ESCAPE JOHNMIE'S /NMURED i if 
IN FALT; SHE RECEIVED SPECIAL 


VAMTY. «+ 
ATTENTION... 


aad 


ff J A 
DO WE GO y NOT YET! FIRST WE'RE 
Ee NOW, A CALLING ON WHITNEY 


WHERE WE 
CAME FROM, 
BOSS? 


E. SQUAREDEAL, THE 

NEW ASSISTANT DIS- 
TRICT ATTORNEY WHO 
SENT ME UP THE RIVER 


& 
Ja 


I SWORE 
"0 GET 
EVEN, AND 
THIS IS MY 
BIG CHANCE! 


(50B)— TWENTY YEARS OF TRUE- 


DRAIN! WHY DID L DO IT ¢ WHY? 
WHAT A FOOL 
I'VE BEEN! 


1 
4 


5) 

BLUE SERVICE GONE DOWN THE Yer 

THAT SNEAK! 
ILL SEE TO IT HE GETS LIFES 

WHAT HE DESERVES IS THE 


Zn a 


ZA 


WE NEED TO 
PLACE! 


) TAKE HER AWAY! SHE'S JUST waar Yi 


BRIGHTEN UP THE 


An) My 
0 NUN avi wut 


Buz sQuare- 
DEAL WAS (IN THE 
OFFICE OF HIS SUPERIOR 
DSTRICT ATTORNEY 
VACK STRONGHEAR: 


17 SQUAREDEAL, I AM PLEASED 
TO GIVE YOU THIS HANDSOME, 
CITATION OF MERIT FOR 
TWENTY YEARS OF FAITHFUL, 
TRUE-BLUE SERVICE IN 
BEHALF OF LAW AND ORDER 

IX L CONSIDER YOU INCORRUPT- 
p IBLE. I'D STAKE MY LIFE 
ON YOUR STERLING HONESTY 

SINGULAR HONOR, i 
AND PLEASURE 
‘TO SERVE UNPER 


IT HAS BEEN A 


Lock uP LJ CAN WE GO BACK? 
WE COULD HAVE 
MORE FUN DOWN 
BELOW WITH 

OUR FRIENDS! 


Now, Boss? Wow ¥ 


4 


K 


POINTING THE TRIDENT AT 
HIS HATED FOE, JOWNMIE 
WILLED HiM INTO PERFORM- 


ING A REPREHENS/BLE ACT... 


SQUAREDEAL, V2 


‘\ YOU HEEL!  ¢- CAN'T 


YOU'RE H-HELP. 
STEALING THE ) MYSELF, 
WALLET 


VW my CEAR 


al 
wine 


LET'S GO: I'VE GOT 
A FEW MORE 
DETAILS I'D 
LIKE TO 
TAKE CARE 


HOW HUMILIATING! Y HAW! HAW—WW! IF 
I NEVER THOUGHT 4 TH’ BOYS COULD ONLY 


THERE WAS HELL TO PAY WHEN JOHNMIE GOT BACK TO 
HADES. HE HAD SOME STARTLING /NNOVATIONS /N MINL, 
VYOWNNIE O10, AND NO ONE OAREO OISOBEY THE 
POSSESSOR OF THE BLACK MAGIE TRIDENT! 
Q AIR CONDITIONING /N 
HELL ! IT'S MADNESS! 
W- WE'RE FREEZING! 


SHADOUP! I'm 
BOSS HERE, SEE? 
NOW GIT DOWN ON foc 


bf START SHININ' 
M'SHOES B'FORE I GIVE 


eZ ' DEVIL! = 
is YA TH' DI ae 
Te. aS 
eM ee we se SF 
BUT AS JOHNNIE DROPPED THE TRIDENT; FRANTICALLY, YES, TOAD... THIS 
SATAN LEAPS ERECT WITH A SHRILL ERY OF YOYNME GRABBED J N 1s "17°17 my 
EXHULTATION. HE GESTURED...AND SUDDENLY TRIDENT AFTER BLACK POWER IS 
TRIDENT, MOUTHING FULLY 
RESTORED! 


TWE GROUND WAS LITTERED WITH HUNDREOS 
—ALLIDENTICAL.. 


OF HUNDREDS! IT'S 
IMPOSSIBLE !| WHAT 


COMMANDS, M/7H- 


DEVIL! LISSEN! L WAS ONLY Y INTO THE FLAMES 
KIDOIN'! I NEVER MEANT TO /WITH THE FOOL WHO 
SWIPE YER JOB FOR LONG! IT \ DARED TRY TO OUT- 
WAS JUST A JOKE! HONEST! / WIT SATAN! HE 
I LIKE YOU! DON'T g@ WILL SUFFER 

A AGONIES UN- 

fe) DREAMED OF BY 

a) THE MOST 
MANIACAL ¥ 


Gook AT THEM... SAM ARROW... AL JORDAN, BODIE GANZ... THEY ARE THE GUILTY ONES, THEY'VE ALWAYS TRIED 
FO FORCE ME OLIT OF THE BUSINESS AND NOW THEY'VE DONE /T! BUT I'LL BE BACK... AND WITH VENGEANCE 
THEY SHALL DIE BY THE VERY THING THAT MAKES THEM SU 


sUcceSSFUL.. HOL IDAYS/ 


IVE YEARS... THEY THOUGHT / 
)) Yf THANKS! MY CAR 
NOTHER D. v af BROKE DOWN A Way 
AND T'LL BE FREE, i wT g IM TRYING 
FREE TO START i y 
MY CRUSADE OF p 
VENGEANCE 


ANO 50 THEY PUT You AWAY, GEORGE FOR AND YOUR PLAN WORKED... YOU ESCAPED! 
A 


ee |) eee 
hat 77, 


0 WHAT, 


OTHERS HEARD ABOUT YOUR ESCAPE.,.ESPECIALLY THE ONES s 
BOUT IT! 00 YOU THINK? 


YOU HOPED WOULD HEAR A 


YEAH AND. AND LOOK 'S GONNA... 
EScAPED! HE SWORE AT THE DATE... 
VENGEANCE ON ST. VALENTINE'S 
THE THREE OF/ DAY / 


US... TW 
WORRIED! 


I pon't \ 
THINK SO,,. GEORGE } (\ 
IS A SMART GUY! 
HE KNEW WE 
FRAMED HIM 
R AN TI 


ST. VALENTINE'S =— 
DAY, BODIE REMEMBER? 
AND THIS WAS 


ANO THE NEXT DAY..) DON'T woRRy) A WEEK Y iTS JUST NERVES,AL/ THE 
ABOUT THAT | LATER. $ POLICE CALLED ME HIG DON'T REALLY 
BUT HE KILLED LUNATIC 4 vaey_T MORNING AND SAID THEY BELIEVE HE'D TRY 
UST She TH COP. THEY HAD SOME CLUES ASTO ANYTHING AFTER 


4 GET HIM FOR } eee WHERE THEY COULD FIND MURDERING EDDIE? 
THIS TIME / Any 3HT H ! YOu! LL SEE WRY ie [>] HAVE | EVERY 
T, E TE 


I CANNOT 

TELL A LIE... 
BUT YOU DID, 
AND NOW YOU 
WILL PAY FOR 


SURE! WHAT. 
HAVE [ GOT To 
WORRY ABOUT? 
NOW I OWN-~ 


SEVERAL MONTHS LATER... 


I DON'T KNOW 
WHY I'M So WORRIED Vi 
J BUT I GOTA FEELING Rey 
THAT SOMEBODY'S x 
BEEN FOLLOWING | 
ME! AHH, JUSTA 


5700 LATE You SEE_THE 
STRING ATTACHED To THE 
KNOB OF YOUR DOOR 


ANDO TopAy 
THE WORLD |S. 
FREE OF THE 
LAST OF MY 
EX: PARTNERS) 


THS PASSED A 
5 CRIMES, BU 


AY THEY $?. 


WS 1S A FISH STORY AND LIKE MOST 
TALES OF THIS SORT, /T'S ABOUT A GREAT 
AISHERMAN’S SKILL WITH A ROD AND REEL-- 
AND iT'S ALSO ABOUT.. 


JE ANY MAN COULD BE CALLED A FISHING 
FANATIC. THAT MAN WAS 0770 HARBOR HIS 
COLLECTION OF MOUNTED, STUFFED FISH WAS 
SURPASSED ONLY BY MUSEUMS. O77O WAS 
TRULY A MASTER OF THE ROD AND REELS 


ANDO THIS ONE I CAUGHT WHEW / WHAT A 
OFF THE COAST OF FLORIDA ) MONSTER / MUST 
GOT THIS TROPHY FOR IT / HAVE GIVEN YOU 


QUITE A BATTLE / 


lu 


RALPH, EVERY MAN FEELS THE 
Te EL IN SOMETHING 
TO 00 SOME 
TTER THAN ANYONE 
ELSE. SOME MEN CHOOSE TO 


OTHERS 
I HAVE FOUND 


BUT ENOUGH TALK... IT'S GROWING LATE, AND WE 
HAVE TO GET UP VERY EARLY. TOMORROW, MY 
FRIEND, L WILL SHOW YOU THE FINEST STREAM 
FOR FISHING IN THE ENTIRE WORLD 


THE NEXT MORNING _AT THE CRACK OF DAWN. 
OTTO AND I HAD LOADED THE CAR WITH ALL THE 
NECESSARY EQUIPMENT AND WERE ON OUR WAY 


AH, BUT WAIT TILL YOU 
AT STREAM THE 
po eb WATER_IS SO CLEAR THAT 
: IF YOU DROP A MIRROR TO 
\ THE BOTTOM, YOU CAN STILL 
SEE YOUR FACE IN iT 


THIS |S CERTAINLY 
COUNTRY 


MARVELLED AT THE ENTHUSIASM 
DISPLAYED AS HE DONNED H/S 


you 


SOME... .OTTO 


SCALY CREATURES 
YOUR TIME HAS 


HARBOR IS HERE / 


MERE WE ARE KALH 
PURAQUA SPRING! & 
FISHER MAN 


PARADISE 


I LOOKED DOWN AND THE WATER WAS JUST AS OTTO J TURNED TO MENTION /T TO OTTO, BUT HE WAS 
HAD SAID--. CRYSTAL CLEAR. EVERY PEBBLE ON THE ENGROSSED BY SOMETHING /N THE WATER... 

TTOM SHONE BRIGHT AND CLEAN A LARGE . - 

ICKERAL SWAM BY RIGHT BENEATH ME AND MOVED 
IN OTTO'S DIRECTION. 


w FIND, OTTO 
SUNKEN TREASURE ? 


ZT caueo SEVERAL TIMES, BUT OTTO SEEMED LIKE y £4 WAS A FISH... FLOATING MOTIONLESS WST BE- 
A MAN IN A HYPNOTIC TRANCE... STARING DAZEDLY ‘NEATH THE SURFACE. ..ITS LARGE, GLASSY EYES 
INTO THE WATER. I MOVED TOWARD HiM TO FIND OUT FIXED ON OTTO! IT WAS POSITIVELY EERIE S 

WHAT HAD SO ENRAPT HIS ATTENTION. 


pr 


Ca STILL THERE / Quick- 

= MY NET / I'LL GET HIM/ 
a 

— ae” 


OTTO... ZT WHAT 2! OH... RALPH... THAT 
SNAP OUT Gh FIs OID YOU SEE IT? 


THE WAY IT LOOKED AT ME?! 


Z, 


QE LIFTED HIS NET AND WAS ABOUT TO SWING 
/T THROUGH THE WATER... 43 


RALPHY THERE WAS UNMISTAKABLE FEAR ON OTTO'S FACE 
ae oe HE WAS AWESTRUCK...THE NET DROPPED FROM HIS 
THEM! THAT FINGERS JUST THEN SOME INTUITION MADE ME LOOK 


SAME LOOKS! ; a a 


Hunoreos OF £1SH OF EVERY DESCRIPTION WERE ANC 
MOVING TOWARDS US... ALL SEEMED TO WEAR vA 
THAT SAME, WIDE, ACCUSING STARE... c 


THEN THERE WERE THOUSANDS OF THEM... MILLIONS 
YAING FROM EVERY DIRECTION. CLOSING IM. 
[SURROUNDING US 


ay 


Bur MY CRIES FELL OW DEAF EARS... I COULD WAIT NO 
LONGER ! PANIC-STRICKEN I FOUGHT MY WAY TOWARO 
SHORE... PULLING MY LEGS WITH DIFFICULTY THROUGH 
THE SLIMY WALL OF WILLING THRASHING FISH !,.. 

= 


THE WATER GREW THICKER AND THICKER AS MORE ITH A_LAST DESPERATE LUNGE I MANAGED TO 
AND MORE FISH CLOSED IN. THEY PRESSED AGAINST 

MY BODY... PUSHING ME THIS WAY AND THAT... 
PINNING ME DOWN BY THEIR SHEER MASS AND WEIGHT! 


GOT...TO GET 
«TO SHORE 


AS THE SLIMY CREATURES PULLED WIM DOWN, DOWN /N- 
['O THEIR WiL0, THRASHING MIDST... 


AWO THEN SUDDENL ¥, THE MILLIONS OF FISH BROKE IN 
ALL DIRECTIONS AWAY FROM THAT FATAL SPOT. IN LESS 
THAN THREE MINUTES, THEY HAD VANISHED COMPLETELY. 


4 


Ay va ; y 
Gd 
Gh 


TON TO WHICH EN I LAUSHED... GREAT. GASPING, HYSTER/ 
i THAT HA, E BEEN Z ALS OF LAUSHTER THAT RANG THROUGH THE 
OTTO HARBOR, SHERMAN! ED AT THE ‘ST AND ECHOED BACK IN MY EARS ./T WAS FUNNY 


GRUESOME S; R FASCINATION. TERRIBLY FUNNY...FOR THIS WAS A TALE TOLO 
ded ashe = . | BY A FISH, ANO I WAS THE ONE THAT GOT AWAY! 


Hex BEAUTY WAS TRULY ONLY 
SKIN DEEP, FOR WITHIN HER 
BEAT THE EV/L HEART OF A 
KILLER — AND WHEN SHE 
FACED HER INEVITABLE DOOM, 
SHE SCHEMED 70 ESCAPE BY 
MARRYING OEATH! 


. | ! GO Away! 


1 DONT WANT ANY 
THING... JUST LEAVE 
ME ALONE... 


VH. 
ID THE LIFE OF THE BEAUTIFUL 


LAST REQUESTS— HAH! THE ONLY THING N UODENLY, AS IF FROM NOWHERE, 
I WANTED, THEY WOULDNT GIVE ME...JUST \} THIN WISPS OF VAPOR BEGAN wif 
TWO MINUTES ALONE WITH THAT FAT PIG & TO FORM IN RITAS CELL... 
D \b&e (SMOKE? — THERES 
NO FIRE IN 


IT 1S A SMALL THING 
J BRING YOU... LIFE ! 
LIFE TO SPEND 


NM FEAR ME nor, AT MY SIDE! 


My SWEET. 
IVE COME FAR 
TO SEE you! 


I OONT KNOW 
WHO OR WHAT HE IS...BUT IF 
ANYTHING CAN STOP THEM...I'LL 
TRY /T... HERE GOES! 


HERE....IN THIS VIAL! DRINK 
IT—=AND YOU MAY MOUNT THE 
SCAFFOLD WITHOUT FEAR... 
OEATH WILL NOT TOUCH YOU! 


WITH STEADY STEPS, RITA MOUNTED THE 
STAIRS TO HER EXECUTION... mama 


: : coop HEAVENS! 
REMEMBER, MY 1 KNEW SHE WAS 
DEAR ONE_THIS By | COLD BLOODED, 
TIME TOMORROW line @\\ BUT- LOOK! 

YOU SHALL BE j ‘ 1<) ,2 
MY BRIDE... 
THAT 1S MY PRICE 
AND YOU MUST 


A QUICK SNAP... A MOMENTS 
PLUNGE —— THEN SILENCE.. 
THE COILS OF A ROPE (9 
HAVE CLAIMED THE DEBT fam 
THAT RITA OWED . : 


THE HEAVY GATES CLOSE... THE LONG <i 
BLACK HEARSE TRAVELS DOWN THE 
HIGHWAY, WITH ITS GRIM BURDEN: 


AOE TDS 


‘is 5 HERE ARE THE ‘— 

My SISTER PERMITS...YOU ay) 
READY mer) TAKE THE 
‘ UH --BODY 


AT LAST! MY PRIZE! Zt NOW TO PREPARE! THE ANCIENT 
SOON YOU SHALL 
BE MINE-- AND 
WE MAY SPEND =A NSS \ 
THE LONG YEARS ‘ IT HAS NOT 
KOF ETERNITY TOGETHER) WAS AM LOST ITS} 


Sj POWER! 


SHE IS ALIVE... 
Pe / NOW! — SOON 4 }> OH ANCIENT 
Ws Loviiness }] {| MASTERS OF 
RA SHALL BE 4]: | THE DARKNESS, 
Bew\ PRESERVED I THANK THEE! 


NO!-- LET ME GO! 
I WANT NO PART OF YOU ... 3 


= MONSTER! 


_ | BROUGHT YOU MY DEAR--AFTER 

“AHEM” AFTER THEY HUNG YOU -- IT 

WAS REALLY QUITE TOUCHING! 

YOU WERE SO LOVELY ! 
Ss 


" OH-H-H! B-BUT 
_ THIS IS A CEMETERY ! 
IM TRAPPED --BUT HOW 
DID I GET HERE -- WHAT 
HAPPENED? 


BUT, YOU My 
SWEET ---CAN YOU 
NOT FEEL THE POWER 
IN YOU --THE POWER 
OF THE UNDEAD? 


rLET ME GO!-1I WONT 
HAVE YOU TOUGH ME.. 
YOU- YOU GHOUL! 


YES...A 
GHOUL, AM I! 


YES, MY DEAR --- YOU ARE 
fy aaty } r SAFE AGAINST ALL FORMS OF DEATH, i 
IWR BUT THE ONE THAT FIRST DESTROYED YOU... Aili 
ie THE ROPE! CONTINUE ON BACK COVER 


JOIN NOW! America’ s only MONSTER FAN CLUB 


f . | T } oes 4 

« FEET “Op ONSTe 
“SR 2 TALL! ane iues 
THRILing 


LOOK WHAT YOU GET! 


© Life size reproduction of a Movie Monster! 

© 12 4x5 glossy photos of your favorite monsters! 
© Horror Fan Club membership card and badge! 

© Official Club Bulletin showing latest Monster Films 


de 


aleuie es complete with pictures and stories! 


BONUS TSS 
MONSTER ‘~ 


4806 Be fe. Union City, N.J. 07087 
KES see M wil FREE al the above mentions 
ASKS Li at | wil eee 5 


i} 

l 

| 

Terrifying life like reproductions of movie monsters. ihe. eerie a 
! 

| 

I 


Ba 


They're Shoah They're frightening! 


Nai 
VORRY,,. be the Fits 


TRANSFORMED ‘RITA SPEEDS INTO 
THE NIGHT. 


GOOD! THE 
/ FAT FOOL SLEEPs! 
NOW I WILL PAY 


HIM FOR DENYING 


GOOD HEAVENS... 
A WOMAN... HANGING 
FROM THE BELL CORD 
W-WHO COULD IT BE. 


) THE DEBT I SWORE 


f AYAH! IT 1S GOOD! 


" MY FANGS SHALL 


PAY THE GOVERNOR 
AH! THERE HE 
|S --1 DONT IMAGINE 
HE'S EXPECTING ME! 
NO, NOT ME 
HE KNOWS IM 


iy HAH! NOW 
MY FAT FRIEND! 


, AG EGG 


THE WORLD PONDERED THE MYSTERY....- 
BUT NO ONE MOURNED RITA... SAVE FOR... 


AH, MY DARLING, 

1 HAD SUCH 

HOPES FOR 
YOU BUT WHERE 
OH WHERE SHALL 
1 FIND ANOTHER 
AT ONCE SO FAIR 
AND SO EVIL? 


